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Excudent alii ſpirantia mollius era, 

|" Credo equidem : vivos ducent de marmore vultus; 
Orabunt cauſas melins ; cælique meatus 

| Deſcribent, radio, & ſurgentia ſidera dicent : 

Tu regere imperio populos, Regina, memento : 


Parcere ſubjectis, & debellare ſuperbes. Virg. 
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He tibi erunt artes; pacisque imponere morem, 
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POEM 


AIL Beautrous Goddeſs! Hail Harnionious Pow's; 
H | Whoſe happy Influence Mankind adore ! 

To thee alone, Bright LIBERTY, We owe 
All that We have, All We enjoy below. 

Where-e re Thou reign ſt, Homage to Thee We pay; 
Wich Rival Zeal contending to Obey. 

Thy Gentle Government no Faction knows; 

With an impartial Hand its Gifts beſtows, 

Thou to thy Meaneſt Subject doſt afford 

The ſame Indulgence with the Greateſt Lord. 
Profuſely Thou thy Bleſſings doſt diſperiſe, 
And ev'n ch Ungrateful feel thy Influence. 
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Suck thy Bleſt Government! Your diffuſive Hand 3s 

Do's but Advance the Empire You Command. | 
Where-ere the Goddeſs keeps Her Peaceful Court, 

There Plenty reigns, thither the Joys reſort. 

No Conſcious Thoughts diſturb Her Sacred Breaſt ; N 

Nothing dll there but an Eternal Reſt. Wh 

No Cloud, no Storm fits hoy'ring ore her Brow ; 

Calm and Serene Her Golden Minutes flow, 

Not in unactive or inglorious Eaſe : 

But ever Iabours for Her Subjects Peace. 0 N 


In frozen Climes She chiefly do's reſide; 
Supplies whate re by Nature is deny d: T I 
Shows that a Gentle Government inſpires 
More Vital Heat than the Sun's pregnant Fires. 
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Strange! that choſe Regions (where the Friendly Sun, 
And laviſh Nature all their Pride have ſuo wn) 
By a ſeverer Fate ſhould be oppreſt; 

Nor taſte the Joys of Liberty We boaſt. 

But what can we expect where Prieſt- craft reigns, | 

And Tram her Lawleſs Arts maintains 
With Pow'r Uſurpd, and with an Abſolute Hand. 
Scatter, Deſtruction — Lande. 
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Oh]! Hah, Tm all with Rage inſpir d, 
My Blood ferments by Indignation fir d; 
Wich Rage and yet with Pity I'm poſſeſs d, 
To ſee a Nation ſo compleatly bleſs'd 
With all th Advantages that can be givn; 
A fertile Soil, and an indulgent Heav'n. 
Yer ſtarves her ſelf with all her plenteous Store, 
And midſt unbounded Treaſures ſtill ſhe's Poor: 
Midſt Floods of Gen'rous Wine ſhe pines for Thirſt, 
And ſpight of Nature labours to be curſt. 


And Thou, O Rome, once Miſtreſs here below, 
Where e re thy Armies or thy Fleets cou d go; 
Still liv t in Ruins, (all chy Triumphs fled) 
Thy baſe, degen rate Offspring to upbraid. 


'Tis true, the Sprightly Genius is not loſt ; 
Rome ſhows what Greece in all its Pride cou d boaſt : 
Her Rival Arts thro' diſtant Coaſts reſound ; 


Wich equal Flames inſpir'd, with equal Beauties crown d. 


þ Here we may view the ſtately Orders riſe ; 
As if, like Babel, they'd invade the Skies. 

Wich Pleaſure and with Horror ſeiz d, we find 
Beauty and Force in the ſame Structure join d. 
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Thus the Aſpiting ArchiteFure rears Ot oY 


Her Awful Head, nor Storms not Thünder fears; 
Thus Angelo has fix d his Name among the Stars. 
There, Sculpture ſhows what Art improv'd can do, 
Shapes the dull Maſs, and animates it too. 
Fach happy Paſſion do's ſuch Life impart, 
Unnumber'd Graces ſhine from ev'ry Part. 
Deluded Nature bluſhing 's forcd to own, 
She oft miſtakes whats by the Sculptor done. 
As long, Bernini, as thy Statues live, 
Thy Name in ſpight of Envy ſhall ſurvive. 


: Th Ambitious Siſter too, with Rival Cares, 
Th' armonious Force of Light and Shade prepares; 
And Painting in her num rous Charms appears. 
Whate're che Sculptor's Chiſſel can expreſs, 

The Painter's Pencil has the ſame Succeſs, 

How do's my Soul with various Tranſports move! 
For if but innocent Nature I approve; ' 

Strait I adore a Guide's heav'nly Air: 

Or if Coreggio pleaſe t adorn the Fair; 

The little Loves and Graces crowd t appear. 

Bur if aſpire to Something more Divine; 

Then Titian's Judgment, Raphael's Vaſt Deſign, 

Wich ev ry Art adorn d, with ev ry Virtue ſhine. 
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Whene're, O Raphael, by thy Beauties fird; _ 

My ſelf I fatter that my ſelf's inſpir d. 

But as che Rapture ceaſes, ſttait I find 

My ſelf deluded by a partial Mind. 

Then vainly wiſh Nature fo kind had been, 

Thar moving as your Paint my Numbers might be ſeen: 
Had She indulg d but the ſame happy Flame; 

Like yours I'd raiſe an everlaſting Namie. 


Nor is this all ; Muſick has Charms to move 
The coldeſt Breaſt to Pity and to Love. 
Muſick with unreſifted Force controuls. 
With Pleaſure we reſign our conquer d Souls; 
Whether in Rapturous Strains Pauluci ſings, 

Ot if Corelli ſtrike th armonious Strings. 


Theſe are the Bleſſings Nature has allow d, 
And Art improv d has all her Gifts beſtow'd. 
Yer ſtill the People's wretched, ſtill complains; = 
For Thranny through all Italia reigns. | 
Condemn'd by Fate, no other Choice they have; 
But only to be Prieſt, or to be Slave. 


What are the Sumptuous Palaces they boaſt, 
But well built ſtately Priſons at the moſt? 
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[8] 
Their 2 Sculpture s but an Art deſign d, 
The poor unthinking Multitude to blind. A 


Their Paintings too the Priefthood s Cheats deſcribe, 


To make Men Bigots, and enrich the pumper d Tribe. 
Muſick, has Charms, tis true; but what avail 
Her 'Charis, unleſs o're Reaſon to prevail? 


Por co 4 it ſerves but to debauch the Mind, 
of ev'ry Nobler Thought diſarms Mankind. 


Howe re tis well contriv'd to ſooth their Pains, 


Makes 'em perhaps forget th-unhappy Chains. 


We envy not ſuch Arts; but boaſt our own, 


Our Learning and our La 


For to inform the Mind, the Soul to arm 

With Courage, which no Dangers can alarm; 

To give Ambition Bounds when in Succels, 

And lend a pitious Ear to Virtue in Diſtreſs; 

To guard our Liberties from Lawleſs Force, 

And curb Uſurpers in their Dangerous Courſe ; | 

To anſwer each Inſulted Nation's Pray'rs ; 

Theſe are our Britiſh Arts, theſe are our Gen tous Cares. 


Happy Britannia, did you but perceive 


The endleſs Bleſſings you from hence receive : 
Divided from the World, thꝰ World you awe ; 


From thee th obſequious World receives its Law. 


* What- 
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Whate're the diſtant Climates do produce, 
Is paid as Tributary for thy Uſe. 4 
No Thranny devours your Fruitful Crops; a * 
No Lawleſs Pow'r can blaſt the Plow man s Hopes. 1 
'Tis Liberty thro' all our Empire reigns 
'Tis Liberty adorns our Fertile Plains: 

Tis This that ſoftens all Britannia s Care; 
Gives her the oys of Peace amidſt che Storms of Wat. 


That We this heav nly Bleſſing are allow d, 
Is to our happy Conſtitution ow d. 
Such is the mutual Friendſhip may be ſeen, 
Between Britannia and Britannia's Queen 
No other Emulation We can boaſt, 
Bur only to oblige each other moſt, , 
Thus Neither can with Juſtice e're complain ; Train. 
The Crown our Liberties Secures, and We its Rights Main- 


An honeſt Man his Prince will e're defend, 
If juſt, wich the ſame Zeal he loves his Friend. 
( Bur if to Arbitrary Pow'r he move ; 
He forfeics all his Intereſt, all our Love.) 
No Servile Flattery can make him own, 
Th' Almighty pays ſuch Deference to a Crown , 
Thar for One Lawleſs Monarch's Court t' adorn, 
Millions of Tributary Slaves are born. 
o 
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| | ; 2 f © Such little Arts with Scorn and Rage he views "ee 
© Bur what Right Reſon diftares, hat purſues 
In ev'ry Change him ſtill the =D we find: 
No Intereſt can bribe a Virtuous Mind. 
If Fortune faite, with Gratitude receives 
| WharShe in her indulgent Bounty gives : 
But if incens d her awful Thunder form z 


iz 


Unmovd, unſhaken he regards the Storm. 


i, 755 Thee, Naſſau, Thee our Grateful lie allows 
I . f Reſtorer of the Happineſs She knows. . 
| FF From Servile Chains Thou didſt us diſengage, 

is i | Secur'd'ſt us from our own deſtructive Rage. 

[ : Thou didſt our Laws, our injur d Rights reſtore, 

| . Redeem d ſt us from a fierce Deſpotick Por. 
| IJ | To thy Great Acts this Golden Age we owe; 


Thou gavſt us Liberty and Empire too. 


Then Devonſhire and Leeds undaunted ſtood, 
And ſtem d the Torrent of th impetuous Flood, 
Then Shrewsbury a Gen'rous Pity prov'd, 
| Griev'd to oppoſe a Prince he once had loy'd , 
For Liberty yet boldly did declare, 
For Liberty none firmer could appear. 


Not 
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Nor tlie, O Dorſet, can the Muſe forget; 
Patron of Liberty as well as Wit ; 
Thy Name the Grateful Muſe for ever ſhall repeat. 


And Thou O Great Prote&&rbſs of this Iſle, 
By whoſe Auſpicious Care the Goddeſs dares to ſmile : 
Oh might you live to prove your Gentle Sway, 
So long as We with Pleaſure ſhou'd obey ! 

But tis in vain! Nature has nere allow'd, 
A Bleſſing ſo compleat ſhould be beſtow d. 
What Great Deſign. ſoe re thy Councils form, 
Marlbro' with Reſolution will perform. 
To him, next You, our Safety we allow; 
The Reſcu'd Empire do's its Freedom owe. 
Still may th imploring World Indulgence find; 
Still may You Both go on in Pity to Mankind. 


